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Lewis glanced at the book lying open on his bed; the
point of his finger was still marking the line at which he
had ceased to read. Then he looked up into Willett's eager
face—a blunt-featured, honest, attractive face with eyes
slow but bright, hair thinning at the temples, and a mouth
good-humoured and firm. I shall be in the thick of it,
Lewis thought.
Willett sat down on a chair beside the bed. "I don't
pretend to be anything of a scholar," he began, "but I
respect other people's jobs—if they're genuine. I don't
understand what you're driving at, Alison—I mean the
way you live here—but I'll lay what you're doing's worth
doing. I don't want to hedge you into running this poor
man's scheme. Some of the people in this place are just
shirkers—too damned lazy to stir hand or foot. If we want
them to dig, we'll rope 'em in. They won't stand up
against public opinion. They'll come and be heroes be-
cause that way's easier—you see if they won't. But if you
feel that your job's to stand clear—well, that's that. But
I'll say this: until we actually get out, the thing oughtn't
to trouble you much. We shan't be able to dig for more
than a few hours a day—perhaps only for a few hours a
week. You'll have time for your own work, too/'
"It's not a question of time," Lewis said.
"What then?"
"It's a question of how your mind runs—clear, or
silted up with other things. There are some jobs that can't
be done with half your mind—starting and stopping, like
a bus-horse."
"I see. . . . Then you'd rather we hadn't asked you?"
"Yes," Lewis answered. "I wish to God you hadn't.
But since you have, I'll do it—if in the end it's necessary.
But it's up to you to sound other people. You've got to get
the team together. They may not want it—or may not
want me."
"Give us a fortnight or three weeks," Willett said.
"There are some useful people on leave. We'll have to
wait until they come bacL Then we'll ask you again. It
may come to nothing*"

